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ADVENT
WHY make such terrible talk of thrones and flames And trumpets out of the void dark ?   You know God walked in a cool garden when the world Was at her birth, and in due time he bore The patient agony of her human shame Less on the cross than in a garden at eve And so the end too shall be on quiet wise. God and the Lady Mary shall walk forth In the cool evening, and pluck some flowers To put them in their hands and their bright hair: But there are flowers that they will not pluck.